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He was a man of great courage, humour and
spirit, and his pains, physical and other, had
taught him patience. So he waited for a long
time, and at last he had his reward.

They had no plan of direction, but they rode
through Keswick (where Judith did a little
shopping), then out, above the Lake, to the
Grange Bridge and on into Borrowdale.

' My father lived here,' Judith said, ' all his
life. They could not persuade him to move
away. His house tumbled about his ears, but
he died in it and I was born in it. Here/ she
waved her whip to a broad bend of the little river,

* they drowned a witch.    My father went before
them all and took her out of the water and carried
her away.'

The trees, bare above the chattering river,
had a rosy edge to them in the cold air. The
top of Castle Crag played with little wreaths of
mist that crowned its head with a thin light,
behind which the black rocks gleamed. His
hopes began to rise, he knew not why. She was
so friendly to-day. There seemed to be a new
current of intimacy running behind her words.
He did not know that he was indebted to a
rabbit for his happiness.

* Would you have an objection/ she asked,

* if we paid a visit to that old house of my father's
where I was born?    I have not for a long while
visited it.    There is only a shepherd there.    It
must be bare and deserted.'

They turned off the road and across the little
bridge.